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	Trying not to let it show

Percy is into Oliver who doesn't notice a thing.

Disclaimer: I do not own Harry Potter, it is all J. work.

Happy about reviews!

"So, roomie, what have you been doing all day?" , asked Oliver, letting himself slump onto Percy's bed. Of course he hadn't been paying attention to the notes that were carefully spread on that very same bed and that now laid crumpled under his back. "My notes, Oliver you're lying on my notes!", Percy exclaimed, trying hard to sound casual and not let Oliver notice how much the crumpling of his notes had made him tense up. To be honest it wasn't really the note crumpling that had caused his heart to beat faster than before though, it was the sudden presence of his roommate in his bed. The place where he slept, and where he sometimes, in the evening when everyone in the dormitory was already asleep, imagined different scenarios in which Oliver and he would get closer, hug, and Oliver would look at him, and he, Percy would tilt his head and – "Percy! Did the shock of seeing your notes being crumpled make you deaf or what? You've just been staring into the air mate, what's wrong with you?", Oliver laughed at him and waved the now freed notes in front of Percy's face whose ears went full Weasley-red and he mumbled something about having invested a lot of time into these notes. "You really are weird sometimes", Oliver said, ruffling through Percy's hair as he got up and walked towards the shower, leaving some mud on the blankets he had carried with him from the quidditch pit.

Sighing, Percy collected his notes, putting them into neat stacks on his bedside table, sorted according to subject and position in the curriculum. Here he was, trying to study for the OWLs in a serious manner, but all his aspirations were of no use when a certain brown haired boy kept popping in on him all the time – be it in reality or in his thoughts. This had become an increasingly big problem over the course of the last year. Percy had always felt slightly out of place around Oliver, feeling overly aware of what he was saying, how he was moving, and always getting the feeling that he was behaving more awkward than usual. The fact that Oliver himself was very sociable, easy going and fit in well with almost any company did not help, to him it only seemed to underline the contrast between the two of them. But since the start of their 5th year things had gotten worse. Worse in the sense that Percy noticed more of these things. How he stammered more often when Oliver was around. There was something about him that made Percy self-conscious, and it was driving him mad that he couldn't pin down what exactly it was, he couldn't explain it. Percy didn't think he was gay. Bisexual possibly, but could you call it that, if Oliver was the only boy he'd ever felt attracted to? His other crushes had all been girls, Penny, the girl he'd broken up with some time ago for example… And how could he possibly be expected to make a move on Oliver when he couldn't even do such a thing when his crush was a girl? It had been insane luck that Penny had liked him back and asked him out, he wouldn't have dared to make the first move, without her taking initiative nothing would ever have happened, ever. He shoved these glum thoughts away, and ater casting a brief glance at his watch he shouted into the direction of the shower , trying to make his voice sound nice and steady, "How long 'til you are finished Oliver? Dinner's already started."

"Comiing, give me 5 more minutes!"

To be continued


End file.
